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Perielet privet of "Tyre* 

When wha is done is like an hipocritc . 

The which is good in nothing but ialfight^ » jf 0t 
If it be true that I interpret ialie, 

Then were it certaine you were not Co bad. 

As with fouie Inccft to abufe your f< ale i 
Where now you both a father and a Tonne, 

By yourvncimely clafpings with yoar childe, 

( j^'hich pleafures fits an hufband.r.ot a father^ 

.And The an eater of her ir-others flefh. 

By the dtfilin s of her parents bed. 

And both like fcrjptnts are. who though they feed 
Qnfweeteft flowers, yet they poyfon breed^ 
Antioch fare well, for wifedoroc fees thole men 
Blufli notin options b'aeker hen the Dgbr, 

Will fhew no courfe to keepe them from the light; 

One finne [I know] another doth prouoke •• 

Murders as ncerc toluft, as flame to fmoake : 


>a . itfLi Poyfon and tieafon are the hands*of finne, 

) I, and the Targets to put off the fhame, 

v « j <5 Thcn leaft mv hfe be cr °PH° kce r c y° u c,earc 

By fl ight lie fhun the danger which I fcaie 

Enter Antioebut. 

Anti. He hath found the meaning. 

For which wemeanetohaue his Head^^' 

He mud not liueto trumpet forh my infamy, 
Not tell the wotld, An uosb doth finne 
In fuch a loathed manner, 

And therefote inftantly this Prince tnuft die. 
For by his fall, my honour muft keepe hid 
Who attend s vs there ? 

- Enter Thahari. 

Thai . Doth your highnefle call? 

Anti. Tholiari you arc o f our Chamber,^ 
And out miade pertakes her pnuate afiflons 
To your fecrefie ; and for your faithfulntic 
Wc will aduanceyou Thaiard ; 
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V (tides P finite/ Tftt* 


Behold, beer’s poyfon and heer’s fold, 

We hate th« Prince of Tyre, and thou muft kill him. 

It fits thee not toaskc the realon why? 

Becaufe we bid it f fay is it done ? 

TbA. My Lord , tisdonc. 

Enter a tJMrffenger. 

Ant. Enough. Lee your breach code yem fdfe , telling y©«f 

hafte. . „ , ' _ 

jlieff. My LorAPrince Pericles ts fled. ' too* tC t a 

Ant. As theu wilt Hue Jye after, and like an arrow Trot from 
a well c aper ient Archer hitts the markc his eye doth Icueli it « fo f 
do thounener returnc , rnleffe thou fay, Prince Tertcles is dead. /crey 

Thai, My Lord, jfl can get him withbmy piftols length, lie 
make him fure enough : fo farewell to your highnefle. 

Ant. Thahard adieu, till Pericles be dead, 

My heart can lend no fuccour to my head. 
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Enttr Perklts with his Leyis* 

Per . Let none diftmbe vs t 
Why fbould this change of thoughts, 

The fad companion dull-eyde melancholy, ~ 

By me fo vfed , agueft as not 3n home, Jiy jo 

In thedayes glorious vralke or peacefull night. 

The tootnbe where griete fhould fleepe, can breed me quiets 
Here pleafures couit mine eyes, and mine eyes fhuu them, 

And danger which I feard, is at Antioch , 

Whofc arme feemes farre too Ihort to hit roe here, 

Yet neuer p leafures art can ioy my fpirits, hJu'flv.r ^ 

Not yet the other diftancc comfort me : 

Then it is thus, that paflsoas ofthe miade, itxxj. jg,^ 

That hane their fitft conception by naif-dread, 

Haue after nourifhmcnt and life by care • 

And what was fit ft but feare,what might be d©ne$ 

Growcs elder now, and cares it be not done* 

And fo with me ; the great Antiacbns, 

Gainft whoml am to little tecemend, 
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